THE INCA OF PERUSALEM

Birdcatcher.

ERMYNTRUDE. Miniature! It must be bigger than the original.
My good man, you dont expect me to wear this round my neck:
it's as big as a turtle. [He shuts the case with an angry snap}. How
much did it cost?

THE INCA. For materials and manufacture alone, half a million
Perusalem dollars, madam. The Inca's design constitutes it a
work of art. As such, it is now worth probably ten million
dollars.

ERMYNTRUDE. Give it to me [she snatches it]. I'll pawn it and
buy something nice with the money.

THE INCA. Impossible, madam. A design by the Inca must not
be exhibited for sale in the shop window of a pawnbroker. [He
flings himself into his chair, fuming].

ERMYNTRUDE. So much the better. The Inca will have to re-
deem it to save himself from that disgrace; and the poor pawn-
broker will get his money back. Nobody would buy it, you
know.

THE INCA. May I ask why?

ERMYNTRUDE. Well, look at it! Just look at it! I ask you!

THE INCA [his moustache drooping ominously] I am sorry to have
to report to the Inca that you have no soul for fine art. [He rises
sulkily]. The position of daughter-in-law to the Inca is not com-
patible with the tastes of a pig. [He attempts to take lack the
brooch].

ERMYNTRUDE [rising and retreating behind her chair with the
brooch] Here! you let that brooch alone. You presented it to me
on behalf of the Inca. It is mine. You said my appearance was
satisfactory.

THE INCA. Your appearance is not satisfactory. The Inca would
not allow his son to marry you if the boy were on a desert island
and you were the only other human being on it [he strides up the
room].

ERMYNTRUDE [calmly sitting down and replacing the case on the
table] How could he? There would be no clergyman to marry us.
It would have to be quite morganatic.
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